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RANKEILOR’'S DIAMOND.

Chsmbers' Journal

1 was lying lazily in my hammoels, which
swung in the cool breeze; hung from a giant
limb of one of the grest trees in the com-
pound. 1 was realizing, somewhat uncom-
fortably, the condition of my finances, and
forcing myself to look the situation squarely
in the face. 1 was slow to believe that
pledasure is a more costly thing than labor,
and its products far fmm‘}ming as satisfac-
tory. When 1 left England 1 assured my
father that 500 a year and my pay would be
more than enough to cover all my reason-
able wants and wishes, and now, after nine
or ten months in Bareilly, } was so strait-
ened “for lack o' gear” that I must either
overdraw, borrow or live an exceedingly
retired life for the next three months. The
privil f playing guinea pool in Ashton's
rooms with much better players than my-
self, and the not very heavy book on half-a-
dozen sporiing events, had combined toward
this rapid result, as I could not help rue-
fully acknowledging.

As 1 mused, I became suddenly aware of
o laughing face looking down into my ham-
mock. Hankeilor, the captain of my com-
pany, had swung himsell noiselessly into
the tx d perched astride a rough limb
that ayed slopgside of mine. “*Well,
Campbell,”" was his gay. greeting, *‘you are
eujoying the dolee far niente in the shade.
I am just released from duty.”

“You are mistaken about the dolee,” I
replied. “1am tasting the bitter, notthe
‘sweet do-nothing,.” and shall have to taste
it for some time to come.™

‘l have Deen a bit remorseful over you,
. said he, speaking more gravely thun
was his wont, and without looking at me,
scraping down gray fragments of lichen
from tie trunk of the old tree. I have
not forgotten that it was I who first intro-
dueed you intoe Ashton's rooms and to his
fast set. I have been foolish  enough my-
self; but 1 ikl noright to drag you into a
like scrape, ™!

“Nonsense, Rankeilor™ ' 1 said hastily.
] wus just charging myself with moral su-
piness when you cime upon me 50 suddenly
—rezolving to pull myself topother and re-
sist even Sixpenny Nap in future!”

He smiled his bright sunny smile.  “All
right, lud, 1'11 back you up—I am afraid I
need not say whint T came to say—io ask
rather.  You could not lend me a tenner for
two days!™

I shook my head regretfully. “T am com-
}-!- tely cleaned out, Rankeilor—not & rupee
eft.  And, what is worse, Ashton holds one
or two i 0 U's, which he mast hold till next

shiton holds them?” he repeated, a
Clmpeitient frown crossing his feat-
ures. *Then you positively have not
a single coin to throw at a fellow, Camp-
bell
“Not one, Rankeflor. I am awfully sorry,
but—"

“Oh, never mind,” he interrupted, with
rendy kinduess, I shall have plenty ina
day or two, and may be able to give youas
lift—who knows?" He reached up to the
litib above 1o steady himself for an elastic
spring downward,

“Hillo! What's come of your big rose
diamond ™ I asked, looking at the empty
setting of the ring he always wore on the
little finger of his left hand.

He, tou, 10oked at the empty
althoupeh hie laughed, I saw that he had
changoed color, and his laugh, to my ear.
who all his mivods, bore an intlection

i exation,

e it reset in two days at the
furthest,” he answered. “*And 1 mean to
muke the setting more secure.” With o
nod he sprang down and vanished.

I wondered idly why he bad shown some
little confusion annoyance gt my «ques-
tion. The ring wias a Indy's ving—a  large,
exceedingly beautiful rose diamond, set be-
tween Lwo o [ course he was ban-
tered unsparingly about iv by his  brother
officers, and equally, of course, he retained
his hright good nor, aud replied with
roady wit, mnlkiog uone of them any the
wiser regarding the donor of the ring.
alonie knew it was his mother's old i:m_":.g---
ment ring, and that she had asked him to
“muke it his talisman—his charm against

ring, and

t it time for your rope drill.sir, and the

e turning out!" said Farrell’s voice,

reaking in on my thouchts.,

I sprang down at once, easting a regretful
look it the hanmock that 1 left swinging in
the cool shades of green boughs, 1 hated
rope drill, and the men hated it even more
cordially than 1 did. It was an arrange-
ment of ropes and konots whereby elght or
tan men conid be made to represent ity or
100—by dint of hard work and much run-
ning about. Howover, the weather was
not yot hot enourh to monke active exercise
positively disagreeable; so we wont at it
with a will just inside the wall of the great
aompound, in the center of which stood the

" bungalow,

we had finished and I had dismissed

the men, who trotted away thankfully,
wiping their hot brows, 1 threw myself
on the growmd, hot and panting.
ersen, one of the men, hud remained Lo
puthor up the ropes and conyvey them to
their ploces. Suddenly he darted away
from the ropes and dashed his cap at some

Y | his force.

1 asked raising myself on

with languld curiosity to wutch

Tils.
bbit, sir! He's got into a hole
have him for supper yver" e
an_ pul away some light shrubs
il the mouth of the hole or  ditch Jinto
1 rabbit had disappeared. 1 Iay
ficssly, to lounge away i
miinuies that would inter-
» bel! sounded for tiftin
heard the man calling me by

“Mr. Campbell, sir, won't you please
come here Just for a moment ™
I jumjpwed up and
hole, into which abit had both
disuppeared.  Poterst ring from
foremost, dragging something after

is a queer place, sir,” hesaid; it
goes in ever so far.  It's 4 regulur tunnel,
] nd 1 found them things inside??
1 a trowel and a pickaxe—a very
voth of which bore evidence of
sen very recently used for exca-
e purposes in the f-dried, freshly
Jd earth sdhering to themn,
jere do you suppose it leads to? 1
iking the trowel in my hand.
sir, 1 didn*t go in very far: but
it goes off that wuy a pood bit,” He de-
scribed a sweep with his arm, passing the
officors’ quarte L

“ And that leads?'—pnly for an instant
did I stand with bent brows: then, asif a
“hrain-wave” had flashed from one to the
other, we both exciaimed at onece: “Good
gracious! The fort! —the fort, with all the
money "

**It must be that." 1 said, in consterna-
tion. *“‘Petersen, you go in again and pene-
trate to the very end. ] shall walk above,
as yvour volee directs. Mind you must shout
well We must look into this.”

The man obeyed at once and crept back
into the hole.

As soon as he had completely vanished, I
threw dowa the trowel and prepared to fol-
1ow above ground, when a single dazzling
poiut of light glittered lilte a star from amid
this displaced carth fallen from the trowel
where 1 had thrown it down. With a
strangze. sinking feeling of genuine dismay

v heart | stooped and picked up Ran-
or's diamond !

1 hadl no time, then, however, to specu-
late. Petersen was alrendy shouting, his
yole muflied and indistinct as from & dis-
tance. 1 rolled the precious stone in a cor-

my handkerchief, and sprang away

"W the mnn’s progress. I replied to
eyery shout by stamping violently on the
ground. As we had feared, we were led di-
rectly to the “fort,” where all the moneys
of the garrison were packed aud stacked
from floor to ceiling. 'What was worse, the
faint, muffled voice had ceased o lead me
forward. 1stwood within two or three yards
of the back wall of the fort. Evidently the
tunnel was quite near completion; a siogle
nigyht's hard work, a brick or two removed
from the wall, and the excavators would ba
richly rewarded!

1 turned and quickiy retraced my steps to
the mouth of the tunnel. A group of men,
among ;rlgnr:d I dhti”éﬁ?hw Captains Ask-
ton an yce, s by the entrance
Plainly they had been watching our mowe
ments and must have thought tham e«
picious, .

Obeying & swift impulse, I lifted my
handkerchief and slipped the jewel into my
mouth, where it Iny, “rolled like a sweet
morsel under my tongue.” 1 saw that Cap-
tain Fordyee held the trowel in his hand
a.n:‘_lh Captain Ashton had just laid down the

ick-nxe.

. “Campbell! You, Campbelll Itcan’t be
possible!” exclaimed Ashton, in
crescendo.  “Who would have thought or
believed it! 1 should sooner have named
any other man in the garrison had been
asked to pick out the—the delinguent.”

“The delinquent!” I repeated haughiily,
“How dare you use the word to me! I
have been discovering a bold and daring at-
tempt 1o roh the fort—an attempt that bhas
come dangerously near to success, too! An-
other night’s work would have finished
the—"'

“What did I tell youn, Fordyce!" inter-
rupted Ashton, shaking his head. *T told
you when we discovered the tunnel yes-
terday and resolved to watch it, that the—
the excavators would be sure to wear a bold
front asd proclaim themselves explorers
only!"

] will not submit to this!" I cried with
intepse anger., I never was a patient man,
and Ashton’s halfcompassionate, half-con-
temptuons tone drove me wild. “You ex-
ceed your authority, Ashton! As for Peter-
sen, he was obeying orders. lam going
now straight to Col. Pryor, to lay the
whole infamous business before him. 1
think you will scarcely dare to say that that
is the course of action a guilly man would
follow "

1 turned sharply around to do as I said,
when the men, coming upon me like an av-
alanche, seized and overpowered me in a
moment, and with either srm in a powerful
grip, 1 realized with speechless anger that
quietness would serve my turn best, at least
for the present. Both Ashion and Fordyce
were my superiors in rauk. 1 was compar-
atively a newcomer, while they were veter-
ans in the service. Even if proved a mis-
tuke, their mistaken zeal would do them
less hurm than good in the colonel’s eyes in
so0 seérious an uffair as this.

“Escort Mr. Campbell to his quarters,
men.'" said Ashton's quiet voice. “Petersen
¢ian be taken to the guardhouse for the pres-
ent. Fordyee, we Lhad betlter go at once Lo
Col. Pryor."

I was “‘escorted” to my quarters by the
obedient automatons on either side of me.
Once fairly into my rooms, the flrst use 1
mude of my privacy was to lock away Ran-
keilor's dinmond in a secret drawer of my
desk ;s and then, though chafing like an im-
priscned eaglet, 1 forced myself into quiet-
ness in order to think out, ds best 1 could,
what relation Ranketlor bore to this sirange
discovery of the secret tunnel.

1 had abundance of time to pursue my re-
flections, for, with the solitary exception of
the orderly who brought my luncheon, no
one came near me for several hours, Over
and over, round and round again, spun and
whirled in my brain the events of the day
and my strange discovery. The conclusion
1 came to was startling; and the instant I
found myself being driven toward it, like o
horse swerving froma desperate leap, 1
turned away und began my summary all
over again,  One or two thingl was quite
sure of : Rankeilor's dinmond had sparkied
and scintillated on his finger last evening at
the late mess dinner.  Ashton and Fordyce
had both declared that they had watched
the tunnel since “yesterday afternocon.”
Rankeilor must therefore have lost the
jewel in the tunnel while it was being
wautched, and at night, or very early in the
morning.  What could that possibly mean
exeept’—— I always swpped there, und
began all over azain, 1 remember, with o
strange feeling of disloyalty to one who had
boeen the kindest of friends to me that Rau-
kellor kad two or three times told me that
he would have **plenty of money* within a
duy or two at the furthest, and would even
be zble to help meout of my tight places.
One thing 1 was clearly docided upon, in the
slow erysiallization of revulsive ideas form-
fug in my brain arainst my will—that was
that so far as 1 was coucerned in the mat-
ter 1 would shield my friend's name. I
would preserve utter silence on the subject
of his lost diamond, for the pressut at
least, no matter what the penalty might be.

A quick footstep in the corridor caught
my ear: my door was thrown open, and
Rankeilor walked In, his face sufiused
with a flery glow of indignation. “What a
thundering shame, Campbell!” was his im-
pulsive salutation, holding out both hands
tome. “If Ashton and Fordyce knew you
as 1 do, they would laugh at the thought of
bringing such a charge against you!l''

“As you do,” I said, forcing o smile. *I
mean—as you faugh at vl

He looked at me attontively, as il some-
thing in my manner had struck him as un-
natural.

“Tell me all about it, Campbell,” he
snid, speaking with authority and kind-
ness both, **Let me hear your version of the
aftair™

“Mine is very simple. 1 was at my rope
drill, as the men can testify., 1 had dis-
missed the men, all but Peterson, whose
duty it was to seo to the ropes, when I saw
nim fling his cap at 2 rabbit just darting
into its hole, as we thought. Cap and rab-
bit both disappeared, and Petersen crawled
in after, and found—what wade him forget
the rabbit, We had just fiuished exploring
the tunnel;in fact, 1 have not yet had
Pewersen's creport.  Ashton and Fordyee,
with one or two men, seized and arrested
us and scoffed at my explanations,™

Rankeilor looked grave.

“May I hear their account of it1" I asked
after a pause.

“Yes, i1 seems that they discovered this
tunnel yesterday, and without exploring it
very thoroughly. suspected it might lead to
ihe fort, and watched it from that time and
all night, by twmns. No one approached it
until the lunch hour to-day, when they
bothi—Aston and Fordyce—saw you and
your muan near the entrance. Then, as they
supposed, with a view to discovering how
far the tunnrel had yet to penctrate before
reaching the fort the man erept inside and
vor walked toward the fort until within a
few yurds, Then they called up thewr men
and arrested you both on the spot. 1Is that
correct, Camphell?™

Before 1 coupd reply. & knock at the door
was followed by the entrance of an orderly,
who informed me that Col. Pryor desired
my presence in the anteroom. I went at
ovnce, followed by Rankeilor. There were
only two men—my accusers—present in the
snteroom with Col. Pryor when I entered.
1t was quite an informal inquiry ; but I saw
that the old *chiel’” noted keenly my every
word and look. I told the plain, unvarnished
tale. with simple directness, to Col. Pryor,
and he listened with courtesy. When I
had ended, he looked toward Afhiton sud
Fordyee.

“You found this tunnecl yesterday aflter-
noon, you say, gentlemeni”

*We did, sir, and we watched all night
and all day: to-day one or the other of us
kept near it

The chief mused for asmoment. his stern
old face masked and inscrutable as that of
the Sphinx. “Did you leave anyone on
guard af the tunnel when yon came to me
first to report? Who is there now("

The two ofticers looked a little foolish.

“We did not post a sentry there after dis-
covering the—tunnellers,”” said Ashton,
somewhat lamely. *It will be time enough
in the evening."

“Well, gentlemen,” said the colonel in
his short, decisive manner, *1do not see
why Campbell should not have found out
this tunne!l as well as you, with intentiomns
as innocent as your own."

The officers were silent.

*It seems to me that you failed in your
Auty when you did not report such an im-

rtant discovery to me last night. And it

o¢s not seem  just to attach any stigma to
Campbell's finding of it unless you share it!
If Campbell and his men had been the execa-
vators, they would not have risked drawing
attention to their work in broad daylight.
I am grea surprised at your finding no
one there during the night for
that tunnel was made in the hours of dark-
ness! Ishalllsost sentries there to-uight.
I think you h better confine fto
barracks till to-morrow afternoon—:
three discoverers, I mean—and let me deal
alone with this henceforward.”

He left the room; and I never saw darker,
angrier faces than were those of Ashion

Fordyce on hearing the colonel’s ulti-
matum.

Without speaking to any of them I re-

turned to my own room, again followed by
Rankeilor, who in his friendliest manner,
1aid his hand on my shoulder.

*Campbell, old fellow, I don’t mean to
leave you alone till you make a clean
breast of it! I see clearly that you sus-
pect me of some complicity in this business
and I shall haunt you until you confess.
Come out with it.”

I gazed at bim in bewildered fashion for

‘an instant. Why should I be so anxious to

shield this man's reputation if he was him-
sell s0 reckless of it? Or was this bold,
affectionate friendliness meant merely to
draw all my information and let him know
where he stood? Well, he should have it.
1 would be reckless too, althongh the strong
fascination of his look and manner, of the
man aitogether, had never been so strongly
present to my mind 25 now.

4] don't suspect—I kknow, Rankeilor,” I
said, looking earnest!ly at him, “I found
your dimmond—swhere you lost it, in the very
mouth of that tunnel, among the freshly
turned earth on the trowel.”

A series of rapid, startling changes
crossed his features, leaving him as pale
as death; but his eyes never flinched from
their steéady gaze into mine, ouly his hand
dropped from my shoulder.

“You found my diamond therel—my
mother’s gift!"” he said sternly.

“Yes, 1 found it there. 1 have it safely;
and no eye has seen it but mine, nor shall

-anyone hear of it from me, Rankeilor!™

{is face softened arain, and he repaleed
his hand on my shoulder with a smile. He
had but opefed his lips to speak, when a
hideous sound, or rather a babel of sounds.
arvse from the opposite roow in the ssme
corridor: a rain of heavy blows, mingled
with howls and loud protestations, and
groans of **Oh, sakib! I not steal it. I not
steal anothing! Oh—oh, sahib!™

We both walked unceremoniously into
Ashton’s room, whenee the sounds pro-
ceeded. It wns not quite an unheard-of
thing to find an cfficer beating his Hindoo
servant with his braces or anything that
came handy: but Ashton was in a furions
passion, and was kicking savagely as well
Without a moment’s hesitation Hankeilor
sprang forward and wrenched the man's
arm out of Ashton’s any grip.

“Go—run,' he said, and the poor wretch
needed no second bidding.

Ashton turned fiercely on  Rankeilor.
v How dare you interferg? The dogz has
bean stealing ! 1have lost —, "' Heswopped
short, looking blucker than a thunder-cloud.

oI know,”" sald Rankellor quietly. **You
have lost my roge dinmond, which you took
from me lasy night at baccarat, knowing
well that he represented more than lve
times the value of the amount I owed you!
Ashton, you shall send me in your papers
to-morrow ! Fordyee, too—1 have felt for
some time that ‘monkeys® and ‘ponies’ had
gone quite far enough in your quarters;
but when it comes to tunpelling through to
the fort for money to supply your table it
must stop! I give you your choice—either
send in your papers at once or the whole
story of where the dinmond was found—
among the fresh earth adhering to the
trowel—shall be told openly und froely.™

“Bah! Say nomore!” said Ashton, with
face and voice of excecding disgust. 1 did
not mean to stay long inany case in a corps
of cads and tradesmen; Ishall exchunge
into a horse regiment!™

“Yon were plad enough to win the money
of the cads and tradesmen,' said Rankeilor
coldly. *“‘However, so long us you and For-
dyce retire at once, you can go where you
please. Come along, Campbell.' He took
me by the arm, and we crossed again into
my room.

“Is it nll right now, lad?” he asked,
with his winning smile.  “And you
will restore me my mother's diamomi? You
say you found it.”

“Rankeilor, T sincerely beg your pardon
for having suspected yow.” 1 held out my
hand, and he grasped it warmly.

“Tt wis natural,” he said, “but I could
not bear to tell you how I hud lost my
mother's beautiful gift; and, until my uext
remittance from home, I knew I should not
be able to redeem it.  That was my reason
for asking if you could lend me any money.”

“And I could not," I said ruefully. *But,
Rankeilor, how can you be sure that Ash-
ton and Fordyee are the defaulters!™

“1'11 tell you how,” he auswered readily,
“and, if T am not mistaken, the chief
guesses it us shrewdly as Tdo.  When they
reported the case the eolonel told them that
he would see toit, in a hulf careless sort of
fashion; but hie asked them to wait there,
in his house, until he performed an impor-
tant duty. They did so with pleasure; and
the old fellow, taking me along, went
straight to the tunnel, and did exactly what
you and your mun Peterson, it seems, did.
I erawled in; he walked above, and I guided
him by shouting. He examined the pickax
and trowel. The earth on them was fresh,
quite different from that iu the entrance.
1 am certain he believes, as 1 do, that that
earth was turned over lust night! Camp-
bell, my dear fellow, I forgive you with all
my heart for suspecting me of—deuce
knows what: but I refuse utterly and indig-
nantly to suspect you of the least approach
to complicity in this—crime! Give me the
full eredit I deserve.’ He Ilnughed in his
quist, cordial way; but [ saw that he was a
little hurt, too. **And let's ‘make a com-
pact firm and sure’ to help ench other and
these young fledelings in our corps to escape
the snares of such’ fowlers as Ashton and
Fordyee. Shall wel!™

“] shall never play for money again while
I live,”" 1 said firmly. “And I don’t think
1 can ever again distrust you, Ranlkeilor.?

Tt was impossible for anyone to guess
whether Col. Prvor suspected anything un-
usual in receiving the resignation of two
officers on the same day, He could keep
his own counse¢l—unone better! The tunncl
was safely blocked up and the fort closely
gunrded. It was in 1860 that the incldent
oecurred, and Haokeilor and 1 are still fast
friends after thirty years. The snows of
winter are beginning to besprinkle our
heads, and our faces are tanned and weath-
erbeaten; but our hearts are fresh and
firmly knit as in early manhood. His moth-
er's dinmond still shines on his finger,
thougt she has long ago fallen asleep,

BARBARA'S SEVERE TEST.

Pretty Barbara Ferros would not marry.
Her mother was in consternation,

“Why are you so stubborn, Barbara?®”
she asked. *“*You have plenty of lovers.”

“I want, when 1 mary, a man whois
brave and equal to any emergency. IfI
_iz}ve up my liberty I waxnt to be taken care

“Silly child! What is the matter with
big Barney, the blacksmith?”

“He is big, but I never learned that he
was brave.”

“‘And you never beard that he is not?
‘What is the: matter with Ernest, the gun-
smith (™’

“He's as placid as goat's milk?" #

“There is little Fritz, the tanner; he is
quarrelsome enough for you, surely?”

‘‘He is no bigger than & bauntam cock. It
is little he could do if the house was set
uglog by roblni-lrs. .‘Em "

'hat * night est, 2 guosmith
knocked early at the door. !

*You sent for me, Barbara,' he said, go-
ing to the girl who stood upon the hearth
coquetishly warming one pretty foot and
then the other,

“Yes, Ernest,’ she
thinking of what you s
when you were here,”

“Well. Barbarai”

“I want to test you.m

‘.HO“- !’ll

41 want to see if you dare do a very dis-
agreaable thing,”

“What is it1"

“There is an old coffin up-stairs. Itsmells
of mold. They say Redmond, the murderer,
was buried in it: but the devil came for his
body and left the coffin empty at the end of
a week, and it was finally taken from the
tomb, Itis up-stairs in the recom my grand-
father died in, and they say grandsire does
not rest easy in his grave for some
though that I know nothing about. Dare
¥you make that coffin your bed to-night?”

Ernest laurhed.

“Is thatall? I will that, and sleep sg

. Why. did
lgukhypr?gwme. you

arﬁﬂied. “I've been
the other night

rlc and soared, and evid wanted to
mrTy a ., but Ernest

until he taken a survey of the room b,
the ald of his lnmp, | It was very large an
full of recesses, with high windows in
them, which were ba He re-
membered that old Grandsive Ferros had
been insane for several years before his
death, so this precaution had been neces-
sary tor the safety of himself and others.
In the center of the room stood a coffin, be-
side it was placed a chair. The room wgs
otherwise perf empty.

Ernest stretched himself in the coffin.

“Be good enousgh to tell Miss Barbara
that it's a very good fit,” said he.

The boy went out and shut the door, leay-
Lug the young gunsmith alone in the dark.

feanwhile Barbara was talking with the
big blacksmith in the keeping room.

“Barney,” said she, pulling her hands
from his grasp when he would have kissed
her, *’1 have a test to put you through be-
fore I give you my answer. There is a
corpse lying in the chamber where my
grandsire died, in the untepanted wing of
the house, 1I you dare sit with it there all
nighit, and let nothing drive you from your
post, you will not ask me to marry you
agzain in voin.”

**Are these all theconditions you can offer
me, Barbaral”

“AllL  And if yougetfrightenéd you need
pever ook me in the face again. "

“7'11 take them, then.”

So Barney was conducted to his post by
the lad, who had been instructed in the se-
cret, and whose involuntary stare at Er-
nest’s placid face as it lay in the coffin was
interpreted by Barney to be natural awe of
a corpse, He took his seat, and the boy
left him alone with the darkness, the rats
and the cofiin.

Soon after young Fritz, the tanner, ar-
rived, flattered and hopeful front the fact
that Barbara hud sent for him.

“Have you changed your mind, Barbara$"?
he asked.

“Xo, tnd I shall not until I know that
you can do a really brave thing.”

“What shall it be? [ swear tosatisfy you,
Barbara.”

“[ have a little proposal to make to you.
My plan requires skill as well us courage.”

*Tell me.”

“Well, in this house is 8 man watching
by avorpse. He hus sworn not to leave his
post till morning.  If you can muke him do
1t T shall be satisfied that you are as smart
and a5 brave as I require o husband to be.”?

“Why, nothing is so easy,"” exclaimed
Fritz. “I can scare him away. Furnish
me with a shest, show me the room, and go
to your rest, Barbarn. You shall find me
at the post in the morning. '

Barbara did as required and saw the
tauncr step blithely away to his task. 1t
wis then nearly 12 o'clock and she sought
her own chamber.

Barney was sitting at his vigil and so far
ull had been well.

The face in the coffin gleamed whiter
throush the darkuness, The rats squealed
as if a famine weré upon ~them and they
smelled dead flesh. The thought made him
shudder. He got up and walked abont, but
something made a slight noise, as if some-
body was behind bim, and Le put his chair
with its back  against the wall, and sat
down again. He had been hard at work
all day, and at last, in spite of everything,
he grew slecpy. Finally he nodded and
snored.

Suddenly it seemed as if someboay had
touched him. He awoke with a start mmd
saw uobody near, though in the center of
the room stood a white figure.

“Curse you, get out of this’' he ex-
claimed ina fright, using the first words
that came 1o his tongue.

The figure held up its right arm and
slowly approached him. He started to his
feet. The specter came nearer, pressing
him into the corner.

“Phe d—I1 take you!™ cried Barney in his
extremity.

Involuntarily he stepped back, still the
figure advanced, coming nearer and nearer,
and extending both arms, as if to take him
in a rhostly embrace. ‘The hairstarted up
on Barney’s bend; he grew desperate, and
just as the gleaming arms would buave
touched him he fell upon the ghost like a
whirlwind tearing off the sheet, thumpjng.
pounding, beating and kicking, more and
more enraged at the resistunce he met,
which told him the truth,

As the reader knows, he was big and
Fritz was little, and while he was pummel-
ing the little tanner unmercifully and Fritz
was trying in vain to get a lunge at Barney's
stomach, to take the wind out of him,
both plunging and kicking lile horses, they
were petrified at hearing a voice ory:

“Take one of your size, Big Barney!"

Looking around they saw the corpse sit-
ting up in his coftin. This was too much.
They relensed each other and sprang for
the door. They never knew how they %ot
out, but they ran home in hot haste, pant-
ing like stngs.

It was Barbara herself who came and
opened the door upon Ernest the next
morning.

“Jt's very early; one more little nap,”
said he, turning over in the cofiin,

So she married him, and though she sent
Fritz and Barney invitations to jbe
ding they did not appear. If t
ered the trick they kept the
themselves and never W
Barbara's laughing eyes
Telagraph.

Pogstage stam
ma. Ringworm. €
ing Patches on the
and all eruptions of
direet to the pans
Yot if invested to
box of Tetterine. o
it and you will be
are proclaiming it
by druggists and cg
mail on receipt of
Bro., Saviunnh, Ga.

Trade supplled by

edy for Tetler, Ecze-
Rough or Sealy Itch-
or body, Ground Iieh
cin or scalp, if applied
re of lttle avail
ifty cents iz o

ured, Try

blessing of the ng
iry merchantis, or sent
e by J. T. Shuptrione

. W. Williams & Co.

THE INSTRUCTOR.

Not till we meet with Love in all his beauty,
In nll his solemn majesty aud worth,

Can we trauslate the meaning of life's duty,
Which God oft writes in eypher atour birth.

Not till love comes {n all his strength and ter-
ror,
L.‘.'mhwe resd others' hearts; mor till then
SHOW
A wiide compassion for 0!l human error,
Or sound the quivering depths of mortal woe.

Not till we sail with him oe'r stormy occans
Hove we seen tempests; hidden in his hand
He holds the keys to all great emotlons;
Till he unlocks them none can understand

Not 11 we walk with him on lafty mountain
Can we quite measure heights. And, oh, sad

truth’
When the we drink from his immortal foun-
tains,
We bid farewell to the light heart of youth.

Thereafter our most perfect day will borrow
A dimming shadow from some dreaded night
So great grows joy 1t merges into sorrow,
And evermore pain tinctures our delight.
—[Ella Wheeler Wilcox in New York World

An 0ld Expression.
“Conspicaous by his absence,” an ex-
pression of considerable force, came into
prominence after havicg been used by
Lord John Russell in an address to the
electors of Lendon. He was afterward
candid enough to admit that it wus not an
origimal expression with him, but taken
from one of the historians of antiguity.
His confession led to classical
and the expression was found In the “An-
nals” of Tacitus From this suthor we
also have “God always favors the heaviest
battalions,” an expreasion afterward wsed
by Terence, Voltaire and Sevigne.—Philas
delphis Ladger.

Rocked In the Cradie of the Deep
Sounds mice, don’t i1?

him wait

But O. how fast andg§

TARIFF ON CORSETS.

“Bab” Objects to McKinley’s
Bill--Makes Corsets Dearer.

WHAT WOMEN CANNOT DO.

“‘Bab™ Delivers a Lecture on Her Sex to a
Group of Women.

Why Should American Men Wish to Make
Corsols Dearer?—Don’t They Want
Women to Look Trim and Neat,
With a Figure All Divine?

[Copyright, 1801, by the Author.]
NEW Yomk, Nov. 10, 180L
From Our Regular Correspondent.

It would interestgne very much to know
what the Républican party have to do with
corsets! Why should the McKinley bill
raise the price on corsets and pearl buttons?
Does it wish the women of the country to
become shapeless creatures, and to fasten
their belongings with safety pins?

WHY SHOULD CORSETS DE DUTIABLE!]

You ¢an’t put entire confidence in i safety
pin. It's the sort of thing that has a willof
its own, and it’s safe or unsafe, as it de-
sires, But to return to the corsets. What
bas lovely woman done to the Republicans
that the price shouid be raised on the pink
satin  affairs, that area veritable stay to
her? What has lovely woman, who can
make or unmake politics at her will, done
that the beautiful brocaded French stays
should be ruised in price, and be beyond the
reach of respectubility except when repre-
sentéed by millionaires? Then, too, buttons.
Every Hepublican offeial should be forved
to have colored China one on the shir
which is his protection by day or by nizht
for why should he decide the price of peurl
buttons? It would e a good wlea 10 mukoe
him st & few of them just to see how they
sgreed with him at an advanced price.

O, XO, WE DOX"T WANT THAT!

The American mau wants the American
woman 1o look the best in the world ; but if
he continues to raise the price on corsets,
she will be as shapeless as a meal bag, and
the women of every other country cin fecr
sl her. Another thing, Just as men huve
geen the demoralizing eTects of the very
lonse teasown, so when, because of its high
price, we can’t have any more corsets, the
women of the nation will become a disgrace
todt, all owing to the freshness of a few
politicians (I usunlly avoid slang, but that
word *frash’ comes iu very well when men
take to fiddling with women's belongings),
and women will all gostraight to the dem-
nition bow-wows, and sitiing around lika
geese beiug fatted for the predigals,

THE WOMANX WITHOUT A CONSET,

The moral of it is this: A womuu who
hasn't her stays on, no matter how loose
they may be, is given verytmuch to throw-
ing herself in free and easy positions, that
are very apt to suggest free and easy con-
versation. I know [am bringing down on
my heud the wrath of the people who be-
lieve that the devil and the corset are in
combination. But, really, my friend, when
do womnn tell each other a greal mauy

ings they had much better keep to them-

At  night, when the corset is
thrown aside, the easy wrapper assumed,
and conversation is very contidential. If a
woman wereé braced up with a well-fieting
pair of stays, she would have too much
pride to tell her intimatle friend of her hus-
band's weakness; but, take off the stays,
let her sit in an ensy dttitude, Ler emotions
are varied, she geds g little down, and she
says what she oughtn’t to say, and gives
ennfidence that ought to be kept for her
husband’s ears alone.  So you see a great
deal more than the HRepublican party
dreams of depends on the cheapness of the
well-fitting corset.

WILL DRIVE BAR TO SMUGGLERY.

By-the-by, did you ever meet one of these
ladylike gertliemen who wore long hair, gave
one a large wiew of that piece of the apple
that stuck in Adam’s throat, and which he
has inherited, and who seems to spend his
life in directing how beauteous womann
should be dressed! He is accompanied al-
wiys by the gentlemanly lady, who cuts
her hair short, wears a high, stiff, white
collar, that, if she ever had any feminine
white curves in her throat hides them, and
is perfectly willing to indorsa his views and
give you a few liberal cnes of her own,
Nine times out of ten she has written a
book on some nasty topic, and she is never
so perfectly happy as when she can talk
about the purity of the mind and the body
im’einhimf( against the vice of the corset,
and not knowing that its influence is one
of the greatest factors toward decency and
good behuvior. It's just possible that some
editor may think this is a tout for o corset
house, whicll it isn’t, for I get mine from
the other side, and conscquently feel bitter
toward anybody who wishes to raise the
duty on them, and 1 now announce that 1
will never psy it; I will smuggle, first.
Well, there is scme pleasure in that,

WOMEN OVER THE TEACUDS,

When two or three women meet together
over a cup of tea, good tea, then the sort of
club that [ like has met. You can speak
your mind without oifending the president,
say what you think without making the
treasurer feel that it is personnl, aod wear
what you please withoul undorzuing the si-
lent criticisms of about thirty puirsof eyes.
This sort of an affair was going on the
other day : the tea was good n.ugo the spoon-
ful of sherry added to it did not detract
from its fiayvor, and the question to the fore
wns: ““vl'll‘:l!: has {annﬁmig«} «}ho;u for
women?” 2 speech-maker of the party
told how it had made her o great painter, a
great writer, a great scientist; how she had
become a doctor, a lawyer, & dentist; here,
one small voice added, it was not necessary
to tench her to be a thief; and how the
great libraries were better filled, the great
newspapers made more valuable, and the
world at large altogether better because
woman could write a prescription, could
give an opinion as to the law of things, pull
a tooth, and could stand in the pulpit and
preach and unite people in marriage.

WIIAT IF SHE WERE UNWOMANLY T

A voung woman who had lately wed
Charley, said that if a woman had married
her, she should feel as if she were properly
bound to him, either in the sight of the law
or in heaven. She alsobrilliantly remarked :
“Whnat would Charley think if, when he
came home at §o'clock from working down
town all day, he didn’t find me in a pretty
gown, ready to make him as comfortable as
possible, and to kiss him and love him?
What would he think if I were writing
books instead of that? What would he
think if I were running around pulling out
teeth? What would he think if I were sit-
ting upon a tower looking for stars to come
out and make a scientist of myself?"

The other two women agreed that Char-
ley would think she was *

A PRETTY POOR SORT OF A WIFE,

and that he would have a right to do it;
that her place was with Charley, for Char-
ley, and that he was the first person to be
considered. The other two gave violentap-
Slauaewit.. dnd I indulged in & rebel yell of

elight, and tock 2 mouthful of tea that
was teo hot for me. Then I had my say. |
may mention quite casuslly that 1 do not
speak to the point; I have an inclination to
grow personal, which noreally goods -
maker ought to have; it is piguant, t it
is apt to cause slight misunderstandings.
These are healed in various ways by the
razor, by the pistel, or by a cold, dignified
manner; go on the other side of
the street, though, so that none of these
time-honored customs are necessary.

BAB'S LITTLE SPEECH ON WOMAN.

the lady who was logi
swer it in & regular
Said I: “Knowledge of a egt:m kind

"nas done nothing for women;

% You press the bution,
we do the rest”
(OR YOU CAN DO IT YOURSELY,
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him myseif. Women have always known
vou could rub away a pain: they have al-
ways known the advar es of heat for
simple ailments, and when they have tried
all these, then they want a man to fall back
on. [ don'tthink there have been many
ereat women painters; 1 don’t think there
hove been many greal womed \\'1’i'l-:.'_r'5:
‘Adam Bebe' will be forgotten when “Tiny
Tim’ is remembered, and *Jane Eyre’ will
be a thing of the pust, an unpleasant IGem-
ory, when Col. Newcome 1S teaching the
world what a gentleman is. .
WIIAT WOMEN CAN'T DO.

o] never saw but one woman lawyer, but
I may mention gquite casually that I would
let no woman run my squabbles; those that
IRouldn’t attend to myself 1 would refer to
TL; lawver who had Mr. before his nume.
No woman need want to learn to be a
yreacher: she was born with that instinet,

ut her pulpit should bean armchair, her
listeners her immediate family, and, if she
practices as she preaches. her congregation
will be a great credit to her. Asfora
5 woman prescher marrying people, let
people who liks it be Joined in wedlock
ufter this fashion: as for my own part 1
shomld feel that the preacher was

MARKIED TO MY YOUNG MAN,

that we wers ruther mixed up, sort of Mor-
mons, don't you know, What women need
nowadsys is'a little ignorance. Why, vou
blessed dear. don’t you know that lifeis a
great deal happier if vou don’t know oo
much? lruorance is bliss.

“ There never was 4 more beautiful poem
written in a few words than that by Owen
Meredith, in which he says:

To thee be all men heroes; every race noble;
All women virgins: every house a temple:
Know thou nothing base.

“That's my iden of knowledge. I am
sorry not to seem to agree with the rest of
the band of tea drinkers, but I do think if
women didn’t know quite so much it would
be agreatdeal better, and she would be a
great deal happier. And she would make
the men around her feel that way, 100,

MEN ONLY GROWN-UP BARIES.

“Every blessed one of yon has a fashion
of taking it for granted that whatevera man
says to you isn’'t true. Now, nine times
out of ten it is, so the tenth time give him
the benefit of the doubt, and when he finds
vou do believe him he will take a fancy to
living up to his reputation, and he will tall
the truth so he may not go back on you. A
man iz like a prophet—he wants to be be-
lieved in his own country, and when the
women of his bousehold don't show him
that they have faith in him, he is pretty
apt to give Lhem cause not to. Just take
one of your babies, and when it comes and
tells you that it loves you, and you are brute
enough to push it away because you are too
busy (as if & woman ought ever to be too
busy to refuse to listen to her child), then

the next time that small boy feels the same

inelination he will work it out in his bab
mind that you didn’t believe him befo
that you won't now, andsoon he will
giving expression to his love, and
times out of ten the love will disa
Now, men, in some respects, are ouly
grown-up babies, so just have faith in them
and after a while, from a sense of pride,
maybe they will make themselves whal
you think them to be. There, | meande
from my subject.”

HOW WOMEN END AN ARGUMENT.

The small woman who had lately become
Mrs. Charley announced: “Don’t surprise
anybody, for yon always drift to the men.”

1 ought to have looked humiliated, but I
didn't. 1simply, but forcibly, announce
that T was only following the example g
my foremothers, who from Eve down
shown the same inclination.. The s
maker was afraid we hadn't answeg
question, but somebody said

" hirfi
about a lovely black velvet cloak that she

had seen, fresh tea was made, and the
question was allowed to sink into oblivion,
which, by the by, was the very best place
for it

THINGS WHICH 60 INTO OBLIVION.

So many good things might go into obliy-
jon with good results—the butter thatis
high and the canvas-back that is not.

e ices that are tasteless and the coffee
that tastes too much of chicory. -

The buckwheat cakes that are tepid and
the oysters that are warm.

The terrapin that is messed up with some
sort of an sauce, -and the champagne
cup that has four bottles of soda to one of
champagne.

The soup in which the cook has lost the
pe’i){er pot and the mutton done crisp.

@ tea that wants a prop because of its
wealmess and the toast that's thicker than

cream.

The eggs that are not infallible and the
milk that has been so long away that it has
forgotten the cow.

But, most important of all, there should
go to oblivion the bad cooks—they have
wrecked famihes, they have caused indi-
ﬁuon. and they have made the hour of

per one of sadness and despar when it
should be one of joy and delight.

By the by, in sending this consignment
to oblivion, do not inelude Ban,
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